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Author's Notes: 

At the time of this story (circa 1980) there was no national legal drinking age in the US. Legal age varied from 
state to state, with many states having lowered the age to IB during the Vietnam War era, while others left it 
at 2l, and still others did a split decision, with beer legal at IB but hard liquor not legal until 21. 


Steve hurried up the steps of the bus, with Sav hot on his heels. They'd been in America for a week already 
and had yet to stay in a hotel. They'd known, of course, that the US was much larger than England or even all 
of the UK, but the seemingly endless motorways they travelled really showed it. 


Unfortunately, because they had yet to stay in a hotel, and because they didn't dare get caught together 
somewhere backstage at a venue, that meant they hadn't been able to do more than exchange a few quick 
kisses since they'd gotten off the plane. When he learned they'd be spending yet another night on the bus 
headed to the next stop on the tour, a beyond-frustrated Steve suggested to his boyfriend that they just 
sluice off as quickly as possible after the show and escape to the bus instead of hanging around backstage, 
drinking with their bandmates and flirting with groupies for the sake of keeping their private life out of the 
press. Sav quickly agreed. 


‘Its a bloody good thing the Americans designed a big bus to go with their big motorways," Sav said, pulling 
Steve into his bunk and sliding his hands under the guitarist's shirt. "We never coulda done this in Europe. God, 
you feel so good!" It was a very snug fit for the two men, but they didn't care. 


Steve wasted no time in stripping off his shirt and then divesting Sav of his. "Want you so bad, baby," he 
murmured as he nuzzled the bassist's neck and slid eager hands down the smaller man's back to slide under 


the waistband of his jeans. 


"A week is too bloody long," Sav agreed, kissing his way down Steve's chest as he worked to unfasten the 
blond's jeans. He worked them down over Steve's slim hips along with his pants, then tugged them off 
completely, tossing them haphazardly into the aisle between the bunks. His own jeans and pants quickly followed. 
He settled himself between his boyfriend's legs, kissing the taller man hungrily as their erections pressed 
together. 


Steve moaned, his hips bucking up eagerly at the contact. "Please, baby," he gasped out, "I need to feel you 
inside me." 


Sav reached blindly for the toiletry kit in the little storage bin at the head of the bunk. Feeling about inside it, 
he found his bottle of lube and hastily coated his fingers. "And | need to be inside you, love," he murmured in 
between increasingly steamy kisses. One slick finger pressed carefully into Steve's tight pucker, eliciting another 
moan. "God, you're so hot and tight, Steve," he groaned, working a second finger in and scissoring gently. "Love 


you so much." 


‘Love you too," Steve panted out, his hands tracing the muscles of his boyfriend's chest, teasing dark nipples 
to little points. "You... l.. ohhhhhh!" He gave a high, keening cry as Sav's questing fingers brushed across that 


one spot inside him. 


Sav slowly withdrew his fingers, coating his own member with the lube and positioning himself at Steve's 


entrance. "Ready, love?" he murmured as he pressed forward. 


"Yes!" Steve lifted his hips to try to give his boyfriend a better angle in the close confines of the bunk, curling 
one leg over Sav's back and kicking the other out of the bunk altogether, bracing it on the ladder that gave 


him access to his own bunk above this one. 


"Oh, God.. so good." Sav moaned as he sank into Steve's welcoming heat. He shifted his hips just a little, until a 
gasp from the guitarist told him he'd found that one spot, then started a slow and steady thrusting. Soft 
moans and cries filled the air as they forgot where they were, forgot everything but the taste and feel of 


one another. 


FEKK 


Rick climbed aboard the bus with a sigh. The Americans had some stupid laws forbidding people from having a 
beer until they turned IB at the very earliest - they'd already discovered that this actually varied by state. 


But at lb, he was considered too young to drink in any state, legally, anyway, and some venues enforced that 
more strictly than others. Unfortunately, this venue proved to be one of the strict ones, so he decided he 
might as well go turn in early. 


Joe and Pete followed their young drummer about two minutes later, after discovering that the drinking age in 
this state was 2l, which meant that even Joe was a couple months shy of being allowed a beer. They hopped 
onto the bus just in time to see Rick turn away from the door to the bunk area, red-faced and trying to 
stifle laughter. 


Rick saw his other two bandmates and hurried forward. "Don't go back there, mates, seriously," he told them 


as he giggled 
Joe tilted his head. "Why?" he asked 

"Trust me, mate, you don't wama." Rick's words were cut off by a loud moan from behind the closed door. 
That moan was followed by, "Don't stop... ohh.. so good." in Steve's voice 

Pete facepalmed, while Rick and Joe snickered. 

KKK K 


Within the bunk, Sav moaned. "So close... gonna.. gonna.." he snapped his hips forward once more, climaxing deep 
within Steve's passage even as the guitarist cried out and spilled himself over the bassist's hand. 


Steve pulled Sav down on top of himself, kissing him softly as they both caught their breath. "Love you, baby," 


he whispered. 


‘Love you too, Steve," the bassist replied with a sweet smile. He let himself rest in Steve's embrace for a long 
moment, enjoying the closeness that he'd missed as much as the sex. Then he sighed. "We should get cleaned 


up and dressed again, before the blokes come back. Don't want ‘em catching us, after all." 

And then they both froze as Joe's amused voice sounded clearly through the door. "Bit late for that, mates! 
Scores are in, that's a 4.2 from Drumland, a 44 from Microphalia, and only a b.l from the East Guitarmany 
judge! But he's just in a strop that no one at this venue was willing to slip him a beer." 

"Sod off, Joe," Pete grumbled. "They wouldn't even give you a beer." 

"Yeah, but | haven't got my knickers in a twist over it," Joe countered. Then he turned back to the closed door. 
"Clean up and dress, you two, we'll get a game of rummy going or something. And spray some bloody air 


freshener in there so we can all sleep tonight." 


"Yes, Dal" Sav called back, rolling his eyes. 


Steve looked mortified. "Oh my God, | can't believe they heard us." 


"So what?" Sav asked, shutting his boyfriend up with a kiss. "They know we're together; they can bloody well 
deal with it. Besides, it could be worse." 


"Worse?" Steve asked. 


Sav grinned. "At least no one outright walked in on us." 


